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pleasing; but there is nothing in them which gives
token of there lying in the breast of the Cornish vicar
a deep vein of the purest poetical ore. That was
revealed only by the publication of cThe Quest of
the Sangreal,5 which rose above the smaller fry of
ballads and sonnets as an eagle above the songsters
of the grove.
And yet this poem, belonging to the first order, as I
am disposed to regard it, is disappointing—there is
not enough of it. The poem is charged with ideas,
crowded with conceptions full of beauty; but it is
a torso, not a complete statue.
The subject of the poem is the Sangreal,1 the true
blood of Christ, gathered by Joseph of Arimathea in a
golden goblet from the side of the Saviour as He hung
on the cross. This precious treasure he conveyed to
Britain, and settled with it at Avalon, or Glastonbury.
There it remained till
Evil days came on,
And evil men: the garbage of their sin
Tainted this land, and all things holy fled.
The Sangreal was not.    On a summer eve
The silence of the sky brake up in sound;
The tree of Joseph glowed with ruddy light;
A harmless fire curved like a molten vase
Around the bush	
and all was gone.
After the lapse of centuries King Arthur sends his
knights in quest of the miraculous vessel. There is a
long account given by Arthur of its history, then of
the drawing of the lots by his knights to decide the
directions in which they are to ride in quest of it,
then of the knights departing, and a description of
1 There is considerable doubt as to the origin of the
name Sangraal, Sangrail or Sangreal. It has been
variously derived from Sang-real, True Blood, and from
Sanc-Grazal, the Provengal for Holy Gup. The latter is
the most probable derivation.

